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Author's Notes: 

This story was inspired by a real-life event that occurred in 198b in Nassau, Bahamas, as described by the 
photographer Ross Halfin. With my own depraved details added, of course. Please note: | originally posted this in 
March or April of 2016, but in late-July of that same year, a techrical error caused it to be erased, along 


with all my other stories. So, for posterity, I'm reposting them all, one by one, in no particular order. 


‘Oooh, listen to this one.." Dave exclaimed, his fingertip stopping on a quarter-page ad adorned with images of 
palm trees. "Island Girl Escorts. Step into our world of sensuous pleasures. We have just what you're looking 
for to indulge your every whim and desire!" 


"Yeah, yeah! That's a good ore! Call the bloody number," Adrian said eagerly. He'd been listening to Dave read 
drunkenly through the Yellow Pages for fifteen minutes. 


"Hang on, it also says, ‘The discerning gentleman's time well spent’ Too bad we're not gentlemen," Dave said, 


giggling. 


"That probably just means it's for businessmen or something." 
"Uh-huh," Dave agreed, still giggling. 


"Fuck, we're better than businessmen. We're rock stars for fucksake," Ade said, waving his hand triumphantly 
through the air. "It can't be just for businessmen anyway. In the Bahamas? It's all geezers on holiday here." 


"l'm going to call." 


"And what about that little..fact?" Ade asked, pointing at the gold band on Dave's ring finger. "You're a married 


man now. Planning to piss that away already are you?" 

Dave shrugged. "We have an understanding. Especially in third-world countries." 
"How awfully convenient. You are one lucky bloke.” 

"Don't | know it" 


"This isn't a third-world country, by the way, but no matter," Ade said. "Nathalie would kill me if she knew we 


were calling prostitutes. We're not even on tour." 
Dave chuckled and shook his head in agreement. "Nope. Just recording an album." 
Ade nodded leisurely. "This is serious business we're doing here." 


Dave turned his attention to the task at hand. He lifted the receiver but kept the hook pushed down. "What 
should | say?" he asked, sniggering like a schoolboy about to make his first prank call. 


"Ask for two beautiful girls. We want them for one hour. They'll tell you the price. 
"Hts almost three in the morning, They might be closed" 

"The ad says they're open 24 hours a day’ 

Dave still hadn't recovered from his giggling fit. "Two blowjobs, please! And no condoms." 

"You have to dial the phone first, Davey, and then you say that into the mouthpiece" 

Somehow the word "mouthpiece" intensified Dave's laughing spell. He curled up and toppled over onto the couch. 
"Stop piddling about and give me that bloody phone. Look at you, fucking hell," Ade said, snorting with laughter 


and grabbing the phone out of Dave's hands. "Your face looks like a balloon that someone drew a mouth and 


eyes on.” 


"Fuck off, you cunt," Dave replied, searching for a comeback. "You look like a sunburnt doll that melted on 


somebody's dashboard." 


‘lm dialing!" Ade announced, then deliberately said each digit of the phone number out loud before sticking his 


finger into the rotary dial and spinning it clockwise. 

Motionless, they stared at each other as Ade held the phone to his ear, waiting for someone to pick up. Dave 
was so drunk he could only partially comprehend what Ade was saying on the phone, but he was impressed by 
the formal tone Ade was able to summon at the drop of a hat. He heard bits and pieces. Ade gave their 
address at the bungalow rental, he asked how much it would cost. "Blonde." "Nice body." "One hour." "Alright" "A 
hundred-fifty dollars." "Send her as soon as possible..." 


Her, as in singular? One girl? Ade had already hung up the phone when the information penetrated Dave's 


alcohol-soaked brain. 
"Huh? You were supposed to order two! One for you and one for me!" 
| thought... | did ask for two, no?" Ade was looking nearly cross-eyed from inebriation. 


"No, | don't think so! Call back for fucksake." The phone rattled and jingled as Dave pushed it across the side 
table back toward Ade. 


"Ah, no, it's too embarrassing!" 

"Well fuck, you've really bollocksed up our right now," Dave complained, taking a swig of beer to console himself. 
‘Sorry, mate. We'll just have to share her. She's experienced. I'm sure she's trained to handle contingencies." 

"To handle a what?" Dave stifled a belch. 

"Don't worry yourself. Just sit back and relax. She won't be here for an hour." 


"Who'll get sloppy seconds then?" Dave said, his eyes slipping halfway shut as he leaned his head back into the 


couch. 


"I think she's going to strip for us. The lady on the phone said something about her ‘taking time to undress’ - 
or maybe it was ‘to unwind - and ‘pleasure herself before pleasuring us," Ade said with a raised eyebrow. 


Even at that vague suggestion, Dave felt himself getting horny already. His legs fell a little wider apart. A 
blowjob from a professional with no strings attached sounded like a perfect way to end the night. "I hope they 
don't send a total pig," he pondered. 


"Fuck. lIl give it to her anyway," Ade growled, making a small thrusting motion with his pelvis. 
"What if they send a mar?" 

"Why would they send a fucking bloke? | asked for a girl 

"| mean like a transvestite,” Dave said, 

"Well, then, lIl leave it up to you to give her a proper seeing to. Or Am, should | say’ 


"| haven't gotten laid once since we've been here," Dave admitted, his hand resting on his belly. "That's two 


weeks." 

"Me neither. At least you've had a wank." 

"What? I've not!" 

"Davey, come off it. | can hear you. Every night. Look up, you cabbage head - the walls in this place don't even 
go all the way to the ceiling," Ade said, pointing up to the sharply slanted wood planks that formed the ceiling 
of the A-frame cottage. The tops of the interior walls reached only as high as the upper edge of the exterior 


wall. "| can hear bloody everything.” 


Dave looked up at the ceiling. "Blimey, you could've pointed that out sooner. Fuck, does the loo have those kind 


of walls as well?" Dave asked, thinking about what other private activities Ade might've overheard. 

"And you're absurdly loud too, Christ," Ade continued. "You sound like you're dying of a gunshot wound" 
Blushing, Dave fixed his gaze on his beer bottle, running his thumb through the condensation. "| can't help it. 
Whenever | lie down in bed, my hand is exactly at that level. Look," he said, lying down on his back on the couch 
to demonstrate, his right hand nestling in his groin. "Look, Ade. Look. Haven't you ever noticed that? Go on Try 
it" 


‘lm not going to try it," Ade replied, suppressing a laugh. "A couple of blokes lying around in a cabin feeling 
themselves up, fucking Christ." 


"Alright, well, you haven't cracked one off since we've been here?" 


"No," Ade said, then took a long swallow of beer to help conceal his lie. He had simply been choosing his 


moments carefully, waiting for Dave to get in the shower or to leave the cottage entirely. 
"You're a bloody liar.” 


Then another thought occurred to Dave. "Did you at least tell them there would be two of us? If the girl 


thinks itll be just one bloke here, but then she shows up and, ‘oh, look, there's another chap!" 
"| don't remember," Ade sighed. "Just bugger off to bed then if you're so concerned 
"What, so you can have her all to yourself? No, no, | don't think so." 


"Money!" Ade cried out. "We need to make sure the cash is laid out somewhere where she can see it. That 


way no money is changing hands, technically, so we're not breaking the law." He pantomimed an elaborate wink. 


Dave started digging through his wallet, his face temporarily serious as he counted the unfamiliar currency. 
"We should give her three hundred, actually. After all, she's expecting to only have to suck one dick tonight, 
and here we're about to double her workload, so.. I've got one ninety. What's the rest? Have ya got, hmm, one 


ten?" 


"Yeah," Ade said, reaching for the wad of bills Dave was holding out to him and adding it to his own meager 
contribution. He neatly fanned out the stack of money on the glass side table near the door. 


Dave watched Ade's method with curiosity. "Huh. | usually just hand the bird the money straight away when 


she comes in" 
"Well, that's wrong. A major faux pas, Davey. You're lucky you never got pinched by an undercover cop." 


"If we got pinched here, we'd be in deep shit. I've never gone with tarts outside the United States or England. 
Or Europe. Well, and Japan, of course.. oh, the tarts in Japan, so accommodating, so, flexible. Ah, and there was 


that time in Yugoslavia back in ‘81.." Dave trailed off, remembering. 


Ade didn't mind listening to Dave's rambling. His mellifluous voice always sounded agreeably soothing no matter 


what he was saying. 


"But down here they'll probably lock us up in some filthy overcrowded prison with our legs shackled to the 
floor," Dave surmised. "Not to mention Steve will kill us," he added frankly. 


"Bugger getting nabbed. This room is a shit heap!" Ade suddenly noticed and jolted upright. "Look at that 
repulsive ashtray." It was overflowing not only with cigarette butts, but chewed gum and half-smoked cigars 
too. The living room itself was cluttered with used paper cups and buttery bread crusts on every flat surface, 
and crumpled potato chip bags, orange peels, and discarded bits of clothing strewn about the floor. Thirteen 
days' worth of empty beer bottles - a collection of green, brown, and clear glass - were scattered around the 
room like some sort of art exhibit. "We've gotta hide all this shit in the kitchen - come on, help me." 


"| wish we could've stayed in a proper hotel instead of having to rough it at this place," Dave said, 


unenthusiastically helping Ade tidy up. "No maid, no room service...” 


They amused themselves by trying to aim each item of trash into the garbage can that stood at the opposite 


end of the small kitchen, throwing each piece from the edge of the living room and laughing as they repeatedly 
missed the goal and made a mess of the wall behind it. Eventually they succeeded in transferring all the 


various debris from the living room to the kitchen. 


Collapsing back onto the couch, they both gradually dozed off, their beer-relaxed bodies slouching toward each 
other until it was impossible to tell who was leaning on whom. From wrist to shoulder the bare flesh of their 
arms pressed together. Ade's head lolled down into the space next to Dave's neck, his slow steady breaths 
gently ruffling a lock of Dave's long blond hair. The warm humid air coupled with their combined body heat 
made them grow slightly sweaty, a dewy stickiness accumulating on their skin. As Dave's head sunk further 


back into the cushions he started to snore softly, but it didn't rouse them. 


To be continued. 


Sugar Tonight 


Dave and Ade were jarred back to alertness by a quick yet loud knock on the door. After an automatic glance 
at each other's startled face, the damp skin of their arms separated with a soft smooching sound as they 
simultaneously jumped up and covered the short distance to the front door. 


She was tiny, maybe five feet tall, and not beautiful. Her face lacked a certain symmetry and her weak 
cheekbones were unremarkable. A gold tooth flashed like a piece of gaudy jewelry when she smiled. Her 
conventional blond hair was clearly not real. But she had appealingly big fake tits, a tight midsection, and a 
friendly, glossy face. Dave and Ade exchanged a wary look that silently acknowledged their mild disappointment 


yet also served as an agreement to bravely forge ahead - after all, they were paying for her. 
She introduced herself as Simone. 


Dave pointed his thumb in Ade's direction "This is Melvin But | call him Fred. He's my.. butler," Dave explained, 


practically convulsing with laughter. 


Ade elbowed Dave in the ribs, irrationally worried she might think "butler" was some bizarre euphemism for 
"lover" and would think they were gay. Aiming to put her at ease with some suavity, he explained, "He's having 


you on, luv. This is Dave. l'm, ah, Melvin. And really, I'm not his butler. We're just.. business associates." 


Ade rolled his eyes at their lack of preparation. Dave hadn't indicated beforehand that he wanted to use fake 
names, although it wasn't a bad idea. Now Ade had idiotically identified himself as Melvin, his own silly nickname, 
but called Dave by his real name. And what kind of "business associates" wore sleeveless t-shirts and had 


tattoos? 


She didn't seem at all bothered to discover that her "date" was actually a threesome, nor that her clients 
were so intoxicated they could barely stand up straight. Wasting no time on pleasantries, she asked if she could 
join them in a drink - beer would have to do - and then discreetly scooped up the stack of money from the 
table and slipped it into her purse. 


"How about a little music?" she suggested, swaying her hips as she switched on the small radio that sat on a 
nearby shelf. Some Hall £ Oates began to play. "Make yourselves comfortable, boys." 


Ade and Dave smiled devilishly at each other. 

"Alright!" Dave readily agreed, flopping down on the couch, ready to party. 

Wanting to stake out a bit of personal space for himself, Ade quietly took a seat in the armchair opposite the 
couch. From this location he had a perfect view not only of Simone's incipient strip tease, but also, he realized 


uneasily, of Dave on the couch directly across from him. Would he be a distraction, Ade wondered. He could 


try to ignore Dave, and hopefully not have to see too much of his cock. He'd seen it many times, of course - 


in dressing rooms, showers, and they'd shared girls before - but he preferred not to have to eyeball it for 


any extended period of time. 


Simone was already half exposed, her tube dress pulled down and bunched at her waist, firm melon-sized 
breasts free from all constraints. She was squeezing them, pushing them up and pinching her nipples between 
her fingers as she danced languorously in the center of the room. The dress came off. The high heels stayed 
on. Her hand intermittently slipped down between her legs, fingers disappearing in her soft folds for a few 
moments and then reappearing. 


As Ade watched this performance, he was also uncomfortably aware of Dave's status on the couch. It was 
hard not to notice Dave in any room, under any circumstances, but in his current state he was downright 
mesmerizing. Watching Simone's antics, his right hand resting loosely on his upper thigh, Dave's fingers 
twitched and curled near the bulge that looked like it was ready to burst out of his jeans. His other hand was 
rubbing the inside of his left thigh, fingers splaying and bending in a small involuntary movement. But his face 
was really what Ade kept stealing looks at. Flushed and glassy-eyed from drunkenness and arousal, his plump 
lips conveying just a hint of a naughty smile, Dave looked like he was savoring the rich sensations of mounting 
excitement and the pressure building up inside him. Seeing him like that made Ade feel an exquisite pressure 


too, not just swelling inside his jeans, but in his balls and through his entire body. 


Ade was pleased and in some way surprised when Simone turned her attention to him first. He adjusted his 
posture to look a little more composed as she sauntered over to him and maneuvered between his legs. 
Several songs had already played on the radio, and the clock was ticking away their allotted hour, so it was 
time to get serious. If time ran out before they got off, tough luck. Before he knew what had happened, Ade 
found that his jeans had been unzipped, pulled down, and his cock exposed. Soft fingers caressed him, making 
him suck in a sharp breath. 


Dave wasn't at all disappointed or insulted when she went to service Ade ahead of him. Now he had even more 
opportunity to watch some action and get his money's worth. After all, he thought mischievously, he'd paid the 
majority of her fee, so he should get to have the most fun. And what a view. She was bent over at the hips, 
sucking Ade's dick, her ass and pussy facing Dave straight on. He took a long pull from his beer and moaned 
softly as he created some much-needed friction on his cock by massaging it through his jeans. 


Poor Ade looked so wasted, his head teetering on his shoulders like a hard-boiled egg wobbling on a tabletop. 
His eyes were squinty, looking down with a vague frown at the no doubt first-class blowjob he was receiving 
but somehow not entirely enjoying. Dave recognized the expression on his face right away - the growing fear 
that he might be too drunk to come. But Ade was determined to persevere. Whimpering and grunting, his hands 
were gripping the narrow bamboo armrests of the chair, pushing down on them until all the muscles and 
tendons in his arms stood out. Even his legs flexed and strained, his toes digging into the carpet as he arched 
his back. After wearing himself out this way for a few minutes, Ade's body went slack, his chest heaving as 


he caught his breath. 


Sitting and watching, Dave pressed his hand firmly against his cock and felt it throbbing under his palm, even 
through a layer of denim. He shuddered. 


Simone lifted her head to tell Ade, "That's it, honey, come for me." As if he didn't already know her 


expectations. 


He tried to concentrate on the sensations in his cock, to intensify them in his mind. Against a background of 
very pleasurable suction, her tongue was rubbing and flicking against the sensitive spot under the head while 
his shaft was sliding in and out of her mouth. But the feelings were slightly dulled because of all the alcohol in 
his system. 


"Um, l'm sorry luv, I'm just feeling a liHle..numb," Ade said apologetically. "Let me have a few more minutes. | 


can do it." 


In what Ade considered a rather inconsiderate and ill-timed gesture, Dave started to wave at him, waggling his 
fingers in the air and teasing him by looking with an exaggerated sneer at his watch as if to ask, Christ, Ade, 
you're using up all our time. When do | get my turn? 


Perhaps because she felt a slight wane in the stiffness of Ade's cock, the result of Dave's stupid distractions, 
Simone politely gave Ade a break. "We'll try again in a few minutes, sweetie, okay?" With that, Ade's semi-hard 
cock was left to fall wetly into his hand as she crawled naked on her hands and knees to the couch to perform 


her services on Dave. 


Before she even reached him, Dave had his jeans unzipped and tugged down, finally freeing his cock, rock hard 
and pointing straight up across his belly. 


"Are you ready for the magic touch, baby?" she asked. 
Dave nodded, smiling with anticipation. 


He moaned as the wet heat of her mouth enveloped his cock "Oh, yeah." When she took his entire length all 
the way to the back of her throat he moaned again. 


Ade took a few sips from his beer. Dammit, he couldn't help but watch Dave's face again. It was so expressive 
- especially his mouth, which in the span of only a couple minutes went through several variations in shape. 
First his lips were parted slightly, slack, then pressed together, teeth biting down from the inside for just a 
moment before opening again to mouth a few silent words to himself. Then suddenly his mouth opened as if he 
were going to shout, but he just gasped and drove his shoulders back into the couch. With his head tipped 
back, chest rising and falling rapidly, he looked transfixed by pleasure, lost in the moment. He was pumping his 
hips, his hand braced at the nape of Simone's neck as he fucked her mouth, pushing in deep. 


Something made Ade want to get closer. His cock was hard again and he didn't want to sit in his chair anymore. 
He tiptoed across the floor until he was standing right next to them. His hand was gripping his cock, stroking 


up and down. 


"Come join us, sweetie." Simone patted the cushion next to Dave, inviting Ade to sit down. 


Ade cast a reticent look at Dave, seeking permission. Dave's eyes were glazed over but his vague smile served 
as a welcome. But Ade didn't sit. Instead he kneeled, his legs folded under him, facing sideways toward Dave on 
the couch. He was positioned so close that his knees were practically touching Dave's thigh. 


To Ade, this was better and more vivid than a porno movie. He could see Simone's lips stretching to 
accommodate the width of Dave's cock, and her spit smearing all over it as it slid in and out of her mouth. 


Listening to every slurp and moan, Ade couldn't stop from touching himself, his hand moving steadily on his 


dick. 


A flicker of vivid blue eyes in his peripheral vision made Ade notice that Dave was looking at him -- 
specifically at his cock and the motion of his hand. Out of some sense of decorum, Ade slowed his stroke to a 
more dignified speed and felt a rush of excitement. A bolt of intense pleasure shot down the length of his dick. 
Looking down at himself, he slid his fist from the base up to the head, squeezing out a drop of precum, a big 
clear bead glistening at the tip. Some drunken crazy impulse made Ade sit up slightly and point his cock toward 
his friend. Ade watched with a mixture of gratification and self-consciousness as Dave's eyes followed the drop 
of precum as it fell. It landed silently on the edge of Dave's bare waist and slid down his side like a fat slimy 
teardrop. He made no move to wipe it off. Actually, it seemed to intensify his enjoyment. His back was arching 
off the couch, and Ade watched captivated as the muscles in Dave's stomach started to twitch rhythmically. 
He was moaning, and sounded just like he did all those times when Ade overheard him jerking off. 


Dave was rapidly losing control, his face contorted into a grimace of ecstasy. He tossed his head back and 
forth as Simone sucked his cock with increased vigor. "Oh, oh.. soon. l'm gonna." 


"Gonna come?" Ade asked desperately, his hand pumping fast on his cock. He wanted to shoot his load at the 


same time as Dave. 

"Yeah. Fuck. Uhhhh.. gonna come," Dave groaned. 

When Ade heard this something inside him popped, and with a sharp burst of euphoria, cum started surging 
out of his cock, the first jet arcing several inches into the air before falling and spilling messily across Dave's 
pale belly. Unable to stop now, moaning with each contraction, Ade hunched over and jerked his cock, watching 


spurt after spurt gush out and land on Dave. 


A second after Dave saw milky white cum shooting out of Ade's dick, he felt the hot splotches hit his skin, and 


instantly he started to come too, muscles tensing as overwhelming pleasure coursed through his body. 


Ade was sitting back on his heels again, catching his breath and watching Dave's body jolt as he came into 
Simone's mouth. 


"Oh yeah, suck it, suck that cum out of my cock," Dave said in a growly voice. "Get it all out” 


Ade gasped as he felt his own cock spasm one last time and ooze out a little more cum onto his hand. He had 


never heard Dave say anything quite so dirty before. 


To be continued. 


Ade and Dave had consumed a few additional bottles of beer by the time the faint glow of dawn grew 
gradually into a flood of brightness. None of the curtains in the bungalow were drawn, letting the Caribbean 
sun illuminate the room like a spotlight. 


Anyone who happened to stroll past the front of the cabin would've had a panoramic view through the large 
picture windows and right into the living room. And that's exactly what Mr. Ross Halfin got when he arrived 
for the 9:00 am. photo session he had scheduled with Dave and Adrian. An appointment that they had 
obviously forgotten about. With his favorite Nikon camera hanging around his neck, Ross peered at them 
through the window like a visitor at the zoo studying an exotic animal exhibit. Not bothering to knock on the 
door, he tapped on the glass to get their attention. 


"What in god's name," Ross said when Ade slid open the door for him. Shaking his head in amusement he added, 
"You two are looking positively bog-eyed! Have you been up all night, you rogues!?" 


Ade and Dave giggled to each other. Was it that obvious? 


Ross surveyed the scene, snapped a few surreptitious photographs, and looked for evidence of rock star hijinks. 


Ade's discarded studded leather belt was lying limply in the middle of the floor. 


When Ade saw Ross spot his belt, he quickly swiped it up and started threading it through the loops of his 
black jeans, although not with much success, thanks to his drunken state. "I took this belt off," he said, his 
mouth barely able to form words. "Because it was making me too ... hot. | was sweating. Suffocating. There's no 
air con ... dish ... ning." 


Dave's hair looked a bit disheveled, and Ross noticed something else about it that demanded an immediate 
explanation. "What on earth is this?" Ross inquired, pointing to a crispy whitish substance in Dave's hair and 


moving his head closer to get a better look. "Looks a bit like..no..could it be..spunk?" 


Dave swiped at the offending lock of hair and inspected it himself. "Toothpaste," he snorted, his voice 


constricted by laughter. 


'| see," Ross said, one eyebrow raised skeptically. "Except, it's not really quite white enough to be toothpaste. 
Wouldn't you agree, Davey?" 


Dave shrugged, looked defenselessly into Ross's face with bleary eyes and chuckled. "It's not mine," he 
whispered. 


"What If it's not yours, then whose is it!?" Ross was thrilled with his burgeoning discovery. His original 
purpose - the photoshoot - had been overlooked not only by the subjects but now momentarily by the 
photographer too. 


Ade shot Dave's profile a nervous look and spoke up. "Oh, you know, Ross. We invited a few birds back here 


last night," he said with a forced laugh. "Things got pretty wild” 


"Is that so? And where did you meet all of these wild birds? At the petrol station at the bottom of the hill? 
Because | don't see any signs of girls having been here, and judging from those empty beer bottles, you two 


had a cozy evening in" 


Dave was giggling so hard his chin had practically receded into his neck. "It was just the one bird. We met her 
right here. At the front door." 


Ross spotted the phone book on the table, still open to the "Escorts" page. He was beginning to get the 
picture. 


A bit jealous to have missed out on all the fun, Ross's knee-jerk response was to tease and torment them. In 
their impaired condition it was all too easy. "You perverted little guitarists. Sharing a tart between you -- how 
enchanting. You enjoy getting off with each other, do you? Or is it that you were just too cheap to shell out 
for two?" he asked, cheerfully piling on one put-down after another. "Or, fuck it -- three or four, which really 
would've been more appropriate, considering your position. Blimey, | hope your knobs didn't accidentally touch 
whilst all that depravity was going on" 


Dave laughed at Ross's suggestion "I told Ade to get two tarts, but he didn't listen," he said blithely, clutching 
his half-empty beer bottle to his chest and swaying slightly on his feet. 


"Shut your fucking mouth, Dave," Ade snarled, turning suddenly hostile. "You don't have to tell everybody every 
fuckin’ thing, alright!" 


Dave's eyes briefly became completely round. Then, as abruptly as his mood had turned, Ade lurched forward 
and fled the room, sprinting toward the bathroom. A moment later there was a dreadful retching sound 


followed by even worse heaving and splashing noises. 


"Ghastly," Ross observed, shivering with disgust: 


Unfazed by Ade's hateful outburst, or by his vomiting, Dave actually felt sorry for Ross. He must've felt 
insulted to be labeled as an anonymous "everybody," when in fact he was a friend to every member of the 


band. 

"Ade's not much of a morning person," Dave said in an attempt to excuse him. 
"What a wanker. | doubt he'll be fit enough to take any photos today," Ross said. 
"Not unless you want to snap a few of him kneeling next to the toilet," Dave kidded. 


"Why don't we just go out then, the two of us?" Ross suggested, noticing that Dave was quite wobbly himself, 


and seemed to be drifting off for a snooze even as he stood there. "I can prop you up if | need to." 


"Yeah, let's go," Dave said, happy to embark on an excursion out in the sunshine. But then he touched his 
finger to his temple and considered Ade clutching the toilet bowl in misery. "Wait. Let me check on him first, 
just to make sure he's alright" 


Ross waited while Dave withdrew to the bathroom. Expecting to overhear a few indiscriminate taunts and 
insults exchanged between the two bandmates, instead he heard Dave, speaking quietly in a compassionate tone 
to Ade. They talked for many minutes behind the closed door. Hearing primarily the soft murmur of Dave's 
voice but also a few weary chortles from Ade, Ross struggled -- unsuccessfully -- to decipher exact words. 


Some conversations were just not meant for the ears of ordinary men. 


The End 


